KRISHNA KUMARI

LAKSHMI: Do not send me away. It is because our
whole land loves you that we are weeping.
KRISHNA: If you would help me, be silent,

\Walllng and piercing shrieks of lamentation from
the building.

(To the SERVANT.) Kamala, take my request to these
outside. Ask that this wailing may cease. Do not return.

[Exit SERVANT.
LAKSHMI (weeping): Do you want me to go away?

KRISHNA: No, do not leave me. Those ghosts may
come again when they find me alone.

LAKSHMI: Ghosts?

KRISHNA: They are in my heart, (She is silent. Then
she gathers hibiscus flowers^} and lays them before the
Image of Kali.) Lakshmi, this is a wonderful thing that
has come to me. Here I have spent my days, under the
shade of these cool groves, tending my flowers and laying
them before our Mother. Morning after morning I have
watched expand, as we dried our hair- after bathing and
laughed beside the lake, I have watched the light scatter-
ing over the mimosa forests, and stood on the stone steps
while evening crept over the wooded hills and kid its
brown cloak upon the water. Some day, I have thought,
I shall come to the lake to bathe for the last time, when I
go to die with my lord. I shall say farewell to the spreading
sky and the great plain where I have seen my people
going about their work. I have thought of our glorious
women of old, of those who entered the cavern* under
Chitor, when all our heroes were ready to rush to death.
I cannot tell you how I have felt in the pride of those
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